LLOYD  GEORGE AND MACDONALD
George is a notable occasion. The Prime Minister did not raise
his head, but muttered indifferently " Lloyd George ? " He
kept on writing. c Yes, he has just got up/ Then, not to miss
a word, I hurried back to the Chamber, expecting the Prime
Minister to follow at his leisure. The incomparable spell-
binder, the artist of rhetoric, was putting everybody under the
enchantment of his matchless skill. The House was packed.
It was hopeless attempting to get to my own seat, and I
sat down on the lowest step of the gangway, in front of the
orator, literally at the feet of Gamaliel. I was just passing into
the fascination of his eloquence when, looking along to my
left, I was surprised to see that MacDonald was not in the
House. Regretfully I got up and set off to find him. On the
way to his room I found the precincts deserted, for everybody
was in the Chamber. Even the doorkeepers kept the doors
ajar to hear the better. I could hear the shouts of delighted
laughter coming from the House. I could hear, too, Lloyd
George from the Chamber, as I passed down the long Lobby ;
I could not help noticing the silver sweetness of the soft Welsh
voice, as it rose and fell in persuasive periods.
When I reached the Prime Minister's room, he was still
sitting alone, writing. " Lloyd George is up," I said again.
He did not lift his head, but said shortly : " I'm not coming
in." " Oh, surely. You'll have to come in." " I'm not coming
in," he snapped.
I was shocked at the discourtesy to a great public figure,
and tried again. cc The House is crowded. L.G. is in great
form. He has the House in his hand. He's making a marvel-
lous speech. You must come in." MacDonald went on
writing. I pulled a chair over to the table and sat down to
reason with him. I appealed to him.
" Look here," I said, " you simply must come in. Lloyd
George is the leader of a Party. He has been Prime Minister.
It would be very discourteous if you stayed away. Tactless,
too. He knows that you are here. He saw me leave the
House just now. He'd know that I was coming for you.
Baldwin's in his place ; everybody's in but you. Lloyd George
is attacking the Tories. It's a great scene. You must come
in. Our boys are cheering him/*
The Prime Minister stopped writing and shot a question
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